a” it is a new name—See eee 5 
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Who You ling a Bitch? 


H ave you heard about the “new breed of actress” 
who “plays by her own rules” and “makes no 
apologies for taking charge of her life”? 

I thought so. 

You've been reading People, too, right? 

You saw this cover story. So you probly already 
know just exactly which crusading feminists of the 
nineties we're talking about here: 

Sharon Stone 

Shannen Doherty 

Kim Basinger 

Sean Young 

Nicollette Sheridan 

They are Woman, hear them roar. 

Here’s what it evidently takes to be a Strong 
Woman in Hollywood: 

1. Dump a boyfriend or husband every three 
months and then call him a whiny, sexless, boring 
wimp. 

2. Talk about everybody you work for like they’re 
losers. 

3. Use the F-word a lot. 

4. Go to night clubs where you can get involved 
in brawls photographed by paparazzi. 

5. Never wear a bra, and when you walk 
past photographers, lean in that direction. | 

6. When people ask you why you get / 
involved in brawls and fall out of your ~~ 
clothes whenever a photographer 7 
is around, say, “I’m my own ! 
person. I live my life the 
way I want to live 
my life, and I gl 
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make apologies to no one.” Then suggest where 
everybody can go who doesn’t like it. Use the F-word 
when you say this. 

7. Agree to be on TV shows, then back out at the 
last minute. This will demonstrate your artistic 
integrity. 

8. Agree to be in a movie. Wait until the produc- 
ers spend millions of dollars and make dozens of 
overseas sales of the rights. Then decide you don’t 
want to be in the movie after all. Act “shocked” when 
a court decides this is not fair in business. 

9. Pose for a lot of pictures where you-use obscene 
gestures and wear slutty, yet fashionable, clothes. 





















ci Lords assumes the regulation firing-range position for the LAPD, in Intent To Kill. 





10. Hire a personal psychic. 

11. When you become a millionaire, don’t be like 
everyone else, who talks about how “fortunate” they 
are. Talk about how much you deserve it and how 
hard you’ve worked for it and how nobody under- 
stands you. 

12. Never use the word “selfish.” 

13. Always use the word “true,” as in “I’ve got to 
be true to myself,” “I’ve got to be true to what I know 
is best for me,” and “I’ve got to be true to what my 
personal manager tells me.” 

14. Fire everybody who didn’t make you richer or 
more famous this year. 

15. Refuse to rehearse. 

16. Demand rewrites. 

17. Reject co-stars in such a way that they never 
know it was you who fired them. 

18. Spend four hours a day on your body. 

19. Make everybody else pay for everything you 
do. 

20. When you get fired, act stunned when no- 
body helps you get a new job. 

I love the weaker sex, don’t you? 

Speaking of women who always get their way, 
we now continue our exhaustive coverage of the 
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career of Traci Lords with the amazing news that... 

She actually did take acting lessons! 

In her latest movie, Intent To Kill, she success- 
fully delivers every single line without once doing the 
corpse-like Traci Pout. She also kicks off the spiked 
heels for some stunning kung fu work, squeezes off 
a few semi-automatic rounds, drives like a bat out of 
Hong Kong, and roams around El Lay, throwing 
rapists off balconies to make herself feel better. 

I think Traci has arrived. 

She’s just minding her own business, trolling 
Hollywood Boulevard as an undercover hooker, when 
she gets lured into the limo of a Colombian drug 
dealer, threatened with a knife, flung out on the 
pavement, led on a high-speed chase with multiple 
crashes and burns, and then blamed by her captain, 
the toupeed Yaphet Kotto, for killing too many 
people. To make matters worse, her live-in boyfriend 
and partner is picking up two-bit floozies in the 
middle of the afternoon and bringing them home to 
make the sign of the four-legged couch monster, and 
South American terrorists are bursting into restau- 
rants where she’s trying to digest her arugula. How 
can she possibly have time to counsel abused women 
and teach a martial-arts self-defense class when she 
needs to be over at the prison interviewing sleazoid 
informants and staking out hotels where cokehead 
call girls might lead her to Mr. Big? 

In other words, we’ve got drugs, we’ve got sex, 
we've got automobiles flying through the air, we’ve 
got some really big guns that shoot really fast, and, 
of course, we’ve got Traci Lords in her underwear. 
What more could you ask for? 

This is the best movie ever released by PM 
Entertainment, the new leader in topless-bar kung- 
fu action melodramas. 

Forty-three dead bodies. Two motor vehicle 
chases, with six explosions. Six gunfights. Sexist-pig 
beating. Multiple Kung Fu, some of it extremely 
brutal. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Scott Patterson, as Traci’s sleazeball boyfriend, for 
saying “We live together, we work together—we 
gotta die together?”; Yaphet Kotto, as the hard- 
drinking captain, who screams all his lines, like 
“And what was your intent? To kill?”; Traci Lords, 
for catching her boyfriend in flagrante aardvarkus 
and blowing up his car; Angelo Tiffe, as one of the 
nastiest bad guys I’ve seen in recent years, a de- 
ranged coke-sniffing killer who shoots hisown woman 
in the back, for saying “Kings don’t die”; Elena 
Sahagun, as the hooker with a heart of lead, who 
dances around nekkid to amuse herself, works Hol- 
lywood Boulevard for the fun of it, pours three 
pounds of cocaine down her throat, and says “I’m 
gonna tell him how you treat me!” right before “he” 
shoots her; and Charles Kanganis, the writer and 
director, for doing it the drive-in way. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


he White Cliffs of Dover: First video release of the interpre- 
tation of Alice Duer Miller’s poem set against the place 
where many wars have been fought in England, starring 
Irene Dunn as an American girl who comes to England with her 
father and marries an English baronet, who dies in World War I, 
leaving a son whose own tour of duty begins with World War II. Also 
starring Roddy McDowall, Van Johnson, Dame May Whitty. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Apr. 28. 

Friend Like Me: Eleventh volume in Disney’s “Sing-Along 
Songs” line, including animated sequences from Aladdin and the 
Academy Award-winning song “A Whole New World,” and such 
movie standards as “Heigh-Ho,” “Zip-A-Dee-Do-Dah,” “You Can 
Fly,” and “The Bare Necessities.” Walt Disney. $12.99. Apr. 30. 

Brutal Fury: High school revenge drama about a detective 
who goes uncover to infiltrate a secret vigilante sisterhood that 
brutally metes out privatejustice to drug dealers and a football hero 
suspected of raping several students. Starring Tom Campitelli, 
Lisa-Gabrielle Greene, Annette Gerbon, Karen Eppers, Jen- 
nifer Winder, Alan Arkus. Directed by Frederick P. Watkins, 
winner ofa “Joe Bob Lookalike Contest” in 1984. AIP. $89.95. May5. 

The Distinguished Gentleman: Video release of the comedy 
starring Eddie Murphy as asmall-time con artist who gets elected 
to Congress, enjoys the perks of power, but ends up cleaning the 
House. Also starring Sheryl] Lee Ralph, Grant Shaud, Victoria 
Rowell. Earned $45 million at the box office. Hollywood Pictures. 
$94.95 (video). $39.99 (laserdisc). May 5. 

Explorer Woman Ray: Japanese anime thriller about a beau- 
tiful archeologist devoted to learning the secrets of the ancient 
“Ord” civilization, a society of sun worshippers located in the New 
World at the time of ancient Egypt, who must deal with identical 
twin thieves who have ditched college to make their fortune by 
looting ancient ruins. Central Park Media. $34.95. May 5. 

Fatal Charm: Erotic thriller starring Christopher Atkins as 
a sweet, sensitive local boy suddenly suspected of brutally raping 
and murdering six women, and Amanda Peterson as the girl who 
fantasizes about his innocence. Also starring Mary Frann, James 
Remar, Andrew Robinson, Peggy Lipton, Jane Kean. Acad- 
emy. $89.95. May 5. 

Fatal Justice: Revenge spy thriller starring Suzanne Ager as 
a CIA assassin assigned to get rid of the agency’s aging (and 
dangerous) top assassin, Joe Estevez, only to find out that the 
target of her hit is the father who deserted her at birth. AIP. $89.95. 
May 5. 

The Gun in Betty Lou’s Handbag: Comedy starring Penelope 
Ann Miller as a shy librarian who confesses to a murder she didn’t 
commitjust to get attention, then finds herself capturing headlines, 
dancing in night clubs, outwitting the mob, and being cheered by 
the town. Also starring Cathy Moriarty, Julianne Moore, Alfre 
Woodard. Touchstone. $94.95 (video). $39.99 (laserdisc). May 5. 

The Honeymooners: The 39 full-length episodes of the Jackie 
Gleason sitcom will be released at sell-through prices in 20 
volumes, with each box showing a famous image from a memorable 
episode painted by a noted artist. Also starring Art Carney, 
Audrey Meadows and Joyce Randolph as a couple living in a 
Brooklyn tenement. CBS. $5.98 for volume 1. $9.98 for the others. 
May 5. 

March of the Tar Heels: The Official 1993 NCAA Champion- 
ship Video: Like the title says, North Carolina highlights, including 
interviews with coach Dean Smith, star center Eric Montross 
and tournament MVP Donald Williams. CBS. $19.98. May 5. 

NBA Jam Session: Pro-basketball highlights combined with 
MCA recording artists Bobby Brown Posse, Bell Biv DeVoe, 
Eric B. & Rakim, Glenn Frey, Patti LaBelle, Steely Dan, 
Stylz, Wreckx-N-Effect, plus a tribute to Magic Johnson and 
Larry Bird. CBS/Fox. $14.98. May 5. 

Odin: Photon Space Sailor Starlight: Sci-fi Japanese anime 
about a spaceship sent to rescue a young girl from the wreck of 
another ship in the year 2099, only to find the “birthplace of 
humanity itself” deep in a galaxy where an army of robots blocks the 
gates. Created by Yoshinobu Nishizaki, whose Space Battleship 
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Yamato first popularized Japanese animation in America. Central 
Park Media. $39.95. May 5. 

Trespass: Video release of the urban suspense adventure 
starring Bill Paxton and William Sadler as rural fishermen who, 
while searching for stolen loot in an abandoned East St. Louis 
tenement, cross paths with crime lords Ice-T and Ice Cube. 
Directed by Walter Hill. MCA/Universal. $99.99. May 5. 

Zentropa: German thriller starring Jean-Marc Barr as a 
German-American pacifist who travels to post-World War II Ger- 
many to help the country rebuild, finding a job with the railway 
Zentropa, then seduced by Barbara Sukowa, daughter of the 
railway owner, into becoming a pawn in a pro-Nazi terrorist 
scheme. Touchstone. $94.95 (video). $39.99 (laserdisc). May 5. 

Dragon: The Bruce Lee Story: Life of the legendary martial 
artist, starring Jason Scott Lee, Lauren Holly, Nancy Kwan 
and Robert Wagner. Universal. Theatrical. May 7. 

Joey Breaker: Drama starring Richard Edson as a fast- 
talking New York agent, written, directed and produced by Steven 
Starr, a former fast-talking New York agent at the William Morris 
Agency. Also starring Sam Coppola, Gina Gershon, Michael 
Imperioli, Erik King, Mary Joy, Fred Fondren, Cedella 
Marley, Philip Seymour Hoffman. Skouras. Theatrical. May 7. 

Much Ado About Nothing: Kenneth Branagh’s version of the 
Shakespeare comedy, starring Branagh, Michael Keaton, Rob- 
ert Sean Leonard, Keanu Reeves, Emma Thompson, Denzel 
Washington. Samuel Goldwyn. Theatrical. May 7. 

Angelfist: Martial arts revenge drama starring Cat Sassoon, 
a world karate champion and Playboy Playmate, as a kickboxing 
cop who travels to the Phillipines to avenge the death of her sister, 
an FBI agent involved with terrorists. Also starring Melissa 
Moore, Michael Shaner, Denise Buick, Jessica Roberts. 
Concorde/New Horizons. $89.98. May 12. 

Invader: Sci-fi thriller about a tabloid reporter sent to do a 
story about aliens massacreing soldiers, only to discover that aliens 
really have infiltrated the armed forces and are taking over the 
minds of the people with the help ofa 150-foot mega-robot. Starring 
Hans Bachman, A. Thomas Smith, Rich Foucheux, John 
Cooke, Robert Diedermann, Allison Sheehy, Ralph Bluemke. 
Vidmark. $92.95. May 12. 

L.A. Goddess: Erotic thriller starring Wendy MacDonald as 
a hard-drinking sex-crazed movie star who’s quarreling with 
director Jeff Conaway, while her ravishing stunt double, Kathy 
Shower, is falling in love with studio head David Heavener. 
Directed by Jag Mundhra, of Night Eyes fame. Prism. $79.95. May 
12. 

The Treasure: Mystery adventure starring John Weisbarth 
and Freddy Rible as 12-year-olds trying to figure out the 30-year- 
old disappearance of the town’s lighthouse keeper. City cousin 
Frank Jimison, visiting for the summer, helps them discover that 
their hometown has secrets. Vidmark. $92.95. May 12. 

Under My Spell: Live concert by Paula Abdul during her Far 
Kast tour, featuring 11 songs. PolyGram. $14.98. May 18. 

Blade Runner: The Director’s Cut: Ridley Scott’s preferred 
version of the 1982 cyberpunk classic has Harrison Ford’s voiceover 
narration removed and the “up” ending of the studio replaced with 
the original. Added are new scenes detailing the romance between 
Ford and Sean Young, as well as a dream sequence featuring a 
unicorn which causes Ford to question the nature of his own 
identity. Warner. $39.99 (video). $49.98 (laserdisc). May 19. 

Bloodstone: Subspecies II: Horror sequel starring Anders 
Hove as returning vampire Radu, hungry for love, pursuing De- 
nise Duff through bloody Romania. Paramount. $99.99. May 19. 

Caught in the Draft: Video release of the 1941 comedy starring 
Bob Hope as a spoiled movie star who makes a play for colonel’s 
daughter Dorothy Lamour, and ends up getting drafted. MCA/ 
Universal. $14.98. May 19. 

Dirty Work: Crime drama starring Kevin Dobson as a cop 
forced to go up against his friend and ex-partner, John Ashton, 
who has turned into a drug-dealing bail bondsman who is taking 
counterfeit money from the mob. Paramount. $99.99. May 19. 


CAN'T WAIT FOR ... 


Lorenzo Lamas is back, but Joe Bob is wondering how .. . 


You, Too, Can Have 5 Wives 


have a few questions about cults. How come they 
always just have one leader, and it’s always 
some guy with a lot of hair? Hasn’t there ever been 
a cult with several leaders, like a Cult Politburo? 
And when the Hairy Guy starts accumulating wives 
and money and stockpiling weapons, don’t his fellow 





Kathleen Kinmont, Lorenzo Lamas and O.J. Simpson try to 
shoot down an airplane in C.I.A.: Code Name Alexa. 


cultists ever think to themselves, “Hey, hold on 
there, Jocko, I’'d like a few wives myself”? 

But the main thing I wanna know is what exactly 
does the guy say to you to get you to join the cult? 
Because the families of the cult people always insist 
that “Suzie was just a normal 23-year-old secretary 
from Sheboygan before she got involved in this. That 
Hairy Guy took control of her mind.” 

In other words, they're not crazy, theyre just 
impressionable. Right? Isn’t this what everyone al- 
ways says? Get rid of the Hairy Guy, and you get rid 
of the cult. So just exactly what does he say? 

“Hey, Suzy, how would you like to live in a 
concrete fortress with 120 other people, including 
five of my wives, and we'll read the Bible all day and 
talk about the end of the world?” 

I don’t think so. 

Sometimes, though, they say the cult people 
have “low self-esteem,” so maybe the opening line is 
something like, “Suzy, you’re a good person. You're 


smart, youre intelligent, you're beautiful. Come 
with us, and you'll be truly appreciated for what you 
are. By the way, can you use semi-automatic weap- 
ons?” 

I mean, something eventually has to give it away, 
right? Wouldn’t you join the cult and then wake up 
one day and say, “You know what? 
There seem to be way too many 
women in peasant dresses around 
this place.” 

Also, there has to be a day when 
you wake up, and Lars or Eric or Stu 
comes into your room and says, 
“Suzy, big news! We’re spending to- 
day stockpiling K-Rations because 
the Martian Apocalypse is coming 
next year, when the aliens spirit 
everyone up to heaven and the Rus- 
sians fulfill all the prophecies in the 
Book of Revelations, and so we might 
want something to eat.” 

And Suzy says, “No problem. I 
learned how to do that in home ec 
class.” 

So my question is, why doesn’t 
there come a day when Suzy says, 
“l’m a character in a Looney Tune”? 
Because, remember, she’s not crazy. 
She’s just impressionable. 

Remember when your mama used 
to say, “If you saw someone jump in 
the lake, would you do it, too?” And 
you would go, “Oh, Mama, that’s 
stuuuupid.” 

But what I never realized is, there are people 
who will. Not because they want to, but because they 
think they’ll be embarrassed if they don’t. 

I have to admit, the end of the world is sounding 
like a real good idea to me. 

Speaking of people missing a few buttons on 
their remote control, C.1.A.: Code Name Alexa is the 
story of a macho CIA agent who works in a sewage 
plant which is actually the secret headquarters where 
killer kung-fu teams are trained and luxurious con- 
crete-bunker apartments are kept full of champagne 
in case beautiful foreign agents are arrested and 
brought there and taken to fancy dinners until they 
agree to go back and kill their terrorist bosses and 
retrieve microchips that could end the world. 

Of course, you know by now what we've got here. 

Lorenzo Lamas! The man is everywhere. He’s a 
cop, he’s an ex-cop, he’s a CIA agent, he’s a biker— 


he’s King of the B Movies, 1993. We can’t get enough 
4 


of the man. And, of course, everywhere 
Lorenzo goes, we also find... 

Kathleen Kinmont! Lorenzo’s wife 
plays the sensitive foreign terrorist killer 
who doesn’t mind murdering ten or twelve 
of her fellow hoods, but crumples into a 
little whimpering pile of pancake makeup 
when they show her Crayola drawings by 
her daughter. 

And as if that weren’t enough, O.J. 
Simpson is hanging around this movie, 
too, as a cop who’s determined to avenge 
the death of his partner, who gets blown 
away when the terrorists are stealing a 
body out of the morgue so they can take 
it to the evil Victor’s swimming pool and 
cut it open and find the microchip the guy 
swallowed. 

We've got S.W.A.T. teams, we’ve got 
automatic weapons, we’ve got a whole 
bunch of stuntmen in fire suits. In short, 
we've got the best movie set in a sewage- 
treatment plant of 1993. 

Fifty-one dead bodies. Two breasts. 
Two motor vehicle chases, with motor- 
cycle-through-a-plate-glass-window, ex- 
ploding car. High-rise hostage-tossing. 
Kickboxing to the death. Flaming spy 
(and he’s not gay). Exploding van. Ex- 
ploding jet-fuel tank. Exploding charac- 
ter actor. Fried ambassador. Kung Fu. 
Lobotomy Fu. Metal pipe Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for 
Kathleen Kinmont, as the head-butting, machine- 
gunning ninja agent with a heart of gold, for running 
around in her underwear a lot; Alex Cord, as the 
eyeball-gouging foreign ambassador who watches 
one kung fu master kill another one and says “In my 
country we thrive on the competitive spirit”; Pamela 
Dixon, as Lorenzo’s bitchy boss, for saying “That 
broad is our link to Mahler—I don’t care if you have 
to drug her, beat her or sleep with her—just do it”; 
and Lorenzo, for sleeping with her. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Miscellaneous 

Sneakers pop-up 1993 desk calendar (2), Telegraph Av- 
enue Street Calendar 1993, naked woman mini jigsaw puzzle, 
Stephanie’s “The Truth About Men” 1993 calendar, Tears of a 
Princess handkerchief, Night of the Living Dead authentic 
zombie dirt, Gahan Wilson monster baseball trading cards, 
Night of the Living Dead trading cards, You Slay Me! trading 
cards, skeleton rubber stamp, Addams Family Thing puppet, 
whoopee cushion, KLOL condom keychain, Bloody Visions 
trading cards, hand buzzer, Quimby adult comics; 15-second 


Why’s This Dang Newsletter 
Have a New Name On It? 


We Are the Weird is changing to The Joe Bob 
Report. The main reason is that we have a lot of 


people ask us what the name means, because they 
weren't around back in 1985 when Joe Bob wrote 
the song “We Are the Weird” and got kicked out of 
the paper in Dallas and several other cities. It 
takes a long time to tell that story, and we got sick 
of telling it. However, we are still weird. 





endless loop outgoing message tape, John Travolta post card; 
Rodeo card, deck of cards, New Hampshire Gazette, Dancin’ 
Grannies 1992 calendar, Stephen King postcards, “Fatal Vi- 
sions” 1992 calendar for the weird at heart, emergency condom 
keychain, Funny Pages, sexy girl 1992 poster calendar, Tele- 
graph Avenue Street 1992 Calendar, 1992 Rhino calendar, 
puzzler games (2), The Movie Channel balloons, Loadstar Com- 
modore discs, Dallas Mavericks ’89-90 team calendars, Dallas 
Mavericks ’90-91 team calendar, Charlie Foxe stickers (10), 


various postcards, Centrum wristwatch wallet, face stamps. 


Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


nake Eater III... His Law: “Damn good” “entertaining” 
“better-than-average” sequel “with a sense of humor’— 
“almost as good as the original”—starring the “excellent” 
“fun-to-watch” Lorenzo Lamas as a Jeep-driving commando 
cop who gets suspended from the force (“again!”), then seeks 
revenge on an outlaw biker gang who raped a college girl (Tracy 
Hway) until she became a 
catatonic “Zombie Sex Doll.” Also 
starring the “very weak” 
“clueless” Minor Mustain as 
Lorenzo’s sidekick Cowboy, and 
“reat” pro wrestler Scott “Bam 
Bam” Bigelow, “acting his 
weight” as Goose the “real big, 
real ugly” biker with a head tat- 
too. “The Snake Eater movies just 
keep getting better.” “Best Snake 
Eater yet—good pace, interest- 
ing plot, humor.” “Is Soldier ever 
going torun out of grenades, guns 
and ammo he brought back from 
Nam?” “Looks like an episode of 
Remington Steele.” “Too many 
urinating scenes.” “Predictable, 
low-budget Dirty Harry-type 
film.” Twenty dead bodies. 
Twenty-one breasts. Three ex- 
plosions. Four kung fu scenes. 
Electrified toilet with fried biker. 
Booby-trapped exploding 
Harleys. Cast: Holly Chester 
(“outstanding” as a stripper down 
on her luck), Tracy Cook (“good” 
as the long-suffering girlfriend), 
Chip Chuipka (as the evil biker), 
Una Kay (as the mother), Gor- 
don Atkinson (as the father), 
Walker Boone (as the grouchy 
lieutenant). Writer: John Dun- 
ning (“very inventive”). Direc- 
tor: George Erschbamer (“tal- 
ent for action”). [Paramount. 1992.] Overall rating: 86. 
aximum Force: “Strong” “better-than-most” 
“unimaginative” “watchable but mediocre” crime drama 
about three renegade cops—‘“very tough” kung-fu ex- 
pert Sam Jones, sexy “standout” Sherrie Rose with “an excel- 
lent seventies haircut,” and Jason “I’m here for the paycheck” 
Lively—ordered by their “too-cool” captain, John Saxon, to 
secretly infiltrate the underworld of drugs, guns and hookers 
controlled by crime lord Richard Lynch, “a bad guy’s bad guy 
who couldn’t be more rotten,” even though he has “a Japanese 
name with a German accent.” Mickey Rooney is “very weird” as 
the “weenie police chief” who rides around in a limo, “acting and 
looking horrible,” and says “I forgot a long time ago what was 
right,” while having “no reason to be in this movie.” “Very Mod 
Squad-ish.” “Pretty average.” “A little short on plot, but plenty of 
action.” “Richard Lynch is one of the spookiest-looking dudes I 
ever wanna see.” “Doesn’t Mickey Rooney have anything to do 
these days?” “Sherrie Rose does some good fu work without stunt 
doubles.” “Less blood and guts than most, which is refreshing in 
a way.” “The stunt work and explosions are excellent—the 
director should have paid as much attention to the actors.” “Sam 
Jones and Sherrie Rose trying to make love in their underwear 
is a definite low point.” “Sherrie Rose kickboxes Richard Lynch, 
gets herself stabbed, and then remembers the gun in her pocket. 
Give me a break. And, babe, nobody has sex with their bra on.” 





Sherrie Rose is so kinky that she has wild abandoned 
sex with her bra on, in the fu-fest Maximum Force. 


“The whole thing seems to be shot in one building, on one street 
and in one alley.” Lively has the best line: “If you won’t shoot me, 
how about a date?” Thirty-four dead bodies. Two breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Eight explosions. “Wonderful” remote- 
control car bombs. Multiple Kung Fu. Cast: Sonny Landham, 
Jeff Langton. Writers: John Weidner, Ken Lamplugh, from 
an original story by George H. 
Shamieh. Director: Joseph 
Merhi. [PM. 1992.] Overall rat- 
ing: 82. 

ourney of Honor: Six 
thousand actors perform 
in this “swashbuckling” 
samurai “epic,” set in 1602, star- 
ring the legendary Toshiro 
Mifune as a besieged shogun 
who sends warrior Sho Kosugi 
(“doing his usual good job”) to 
Spain to buy guns for him. Kosugi 
slices up barbarians, falls in love 
with Polly Walker, who “looks 
good enough to eat” as the abused 
fiancee of evil Spanish duke 
David Essex, and saves the life 
of the “sleepwalking” Christo- 
pher Lee as King Philip III (“a 
performance of Python propor- 
tions”). But he has trouble get- 
ting back home, thanks to 
Norman Lloyd, as a scheming 
Franciscan friar, and John 
Rhys-Daviesas the vicious Sul- 
tan of Morocco. Kosugi person- 
ally produced the film, and cast 
his son, Kane Kosugi, as “the 
stuck-up Japaheeno ruler.” 
“Adds a kung fu/chopsocky over- 
tone to your standard Sinbad- 
type action picture.” “If Akira 
Kurosawa decided to do a kung 
fu movie, it would turn out something like this.” “Entertaining 
but predictable.” “Some of the stunts are spectacular.” “Well- 
choreographed battle scenes.” “Cinematography would probably 
be wonderful if the tape could be letterboxed.” “Just your typical 
Japanese-guy-kicking-butt film.” “Very poor accents by every- 
one in the cast.” “Overall acting is lame. David Essex can forever 
stay out of film.” Sho Kosugi has two 16th-century pickup lines: 
“It is karma that brings us together,” and “In Japan, men and 
women bathe together.” Sixty-five dead bodies. One breast. 
Cannon fights. Non-stop sword fighting. Burning ship. Multiple 
Kung Fu. Spear Fu. Knife Fu. Fork Fu. Whip Fu. Musket Fu. 
Cast: Ronald Pickup, Dylan Kussman, Miwa Takada, Nijiko 


Kiyokawa. Story: Kosu- 
Offi 








gi. Writer: Nelson Gid- 
ding. Director: Gordon 
Hessler. [MCA/Univer- 
sal. 1991/92.]| Overall rat- 
ing: 78. 


cial 


Rating System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


id ; = 94-89 Classic 
sed Pitot: “Gooty 88-84 Excellent 
Hollywood love 
story,” made dur- 83-80 Decent 
ing the Cold War and full 79-75 Watchable 
of “sappy propaganda,” 74-65 Pathetic 
starring John Wayneas 


64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





an American colonel who 


spies on, then falls in love with 
“hot,” “sexy and seductive” 
double-agent Russian lieutenant 
Janet Leigh (“no accent in 
sight!”), who looks great in silk 
pajamas. Wayne eventually 
teases her with the line, “You 
silly Siberian cupcake!” “Silly 
film, but fun to watch.” “Worth- 
while today purely for camp ap- 
peal.” “The first Soviet defection 
for a steak in a Palm Springs 
restaurant. American beef 
kicks hiney over Soviet chow.” 
“Excellent aerial photography 
[using the U.S. Air Force].” “Nice 
flying scenes, strong simple char- 
acters, and Hollywood writing.” 
“A Howard Hughes-financed 
tribute to the F-86 Sabre (Chuck 
Yeager’s favorite jet of all-time).” 
“It’s a great old film that could do 
without the colorizing.” “No ac- 
tion.” Wayne has some great 
lines, including, “Looks like the 
sap has hit the fan,” and “That 
Soviet Tootsie Roll madeachump 
outta me,” and “Red leader to blue leader—look out below, here 
we come!” One dead body. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Hans 
Conried (“lame” as an evil Russian officer). Writer/Producer: 
Jules Furthman. Director: Josef Von Sternberg. [RKO/MCA- 
Universal. 1957/92.] Overall rating: 78. 
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merican Me: “Gritty” “viciously realistic” gang drama, 
A ses on a true story, starring the “superb” “muy macho” 

Edward James Olmos as the head of the Mexican Mafia, 
and “scary bald guy” William Forsythe as his best friend. 
Together they create a base of power while in California prisons 
and control the streets of East Los Angeles, fostering a cult of 
violence. When Olmos gets out, he falls in love with the “very 
good” Evelina Fernandez, learns to dance, and starts showing 
signs of wimpdom that lead to his downfall. The committee had 
very mixed opinions, ranging from “excellent” to “worst ofits kind 
I’ve ever seen.” “Deadly serious movie, very bleak, very depress- 
ing.” “Olmos acts as if he is under the influence of excessive 
amounts of Valium and Jack Daniels.” “I hate narration movies.” 
“This is a message film, not an entertainment film.” “The last 
scene has a pre-teen huffing on a glue bag—which is about as 
funny as this film gets.” Twenty-seven dead bodies. One breast. 
Gunbattle. Fireball. Two homosexual rapes. Convict burned 
alive. Switchblade Fu. Flamethrower Fu. Hot poker Fu. Tattoo 
needle Fu. Cast: Pepe Serna, Danny De La Paz. Writers: 
Floyd Mutrux, Desmond Nakano. Director: Olmos. [MCA/ 
Universal. 1992.] Overall rating: 77. 

little “tedious” and “muddled,” filmed in Quebec and set in 

the international art world. Vittorio Rossi is a New York 
painter desperate for money to save his low-life brother—the 
“whiny” “one-note” Nick Cavaiola—from mob loan sharks, so he 
strikes a deal with “psychotic slimola” “scumbag” art dealer Gary 
Busey, in an “excellent” “top-notch” “standout” performance. 
Busey hires vicious art thieves—like the “great” John Rhys- 
Davies, an ouzo-swilling Greek murderer—and then kills them 


Cia “Typical” but “unmemorable” action thriller, a 





Kari Vaananen, one of the finest Finnish aetoea working today, ri rips s off his aint aia 
has sex with Rae Dawn Chong in the Brazilian rainforest, in the snoozefest, Amazon. 


when they don’t perform. Cary Lawrence, a “decent” new- 
comer, plays Rossi’s girlfriend. Rap/techno-pop musical score. 
Four dead bodies. Ten breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Neck 
snapping. Writers: Alain Zaloum, Brenda Newman. Direc- 
tor: Zaloum. [Live. 1992.] Overall rating: 75. 
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mazon: “Long, boring,” “dumb,” “confusing” “ecological 
A evieotore” starring “emotionless” “unsympathetic” Kari 

Vaananen asa “nincompoop’” Finnish businessman who 
commits a mercy killing of his wife and flees with his two 
daughters into the Brazilian rainforest. He’s rescued by a 
drunken Cessna pilot, played by the “excellent as usual” Robert 
Davi (“I’m not cold, just unfriendly”), who becomes his business 
partner in an operation to repair a broken bulldozer and dig up 
gold and diamonds in a remote village, where the ecologically- 
hip school teacher Rae Dawn Chong “does nothing but does it 
well.” “Davi actually sings ‘The Lion Sleeps Tonight’ in this 
movie.” “Why doesn’t it ever rain in the rainforest the entire time 
they're there?” “Way too much plot.” “Very good rainforest 
cinematography by Timo Salminen.” “Davi was the only actor 
on the set.” “The shots of the Amazon were well done, but the 
producers forgot to bring a script with them.” “Skinny little Rae 
Dawn Chong’s butt is enormous—can you believe it?” “The 
highlight is when the aborigine woman hits Kari Vaananen with 
a stick—only not hard enough.” “Robert Davi continues to 
narrate the story even after he dies.” “Zero action.” “The song 
playing during the closing credits is the wimpiest, whiniest, 
most annoying thing I’ve heard since guys wore love beads and 
carried purses.” “Great scenes showing thousands of people 
digging for diamonds and gold on a mountain.” (In one of the 
lamest promotions ever devised, a “portion” of video sales was 
contributed to Rainforest Action Network.) Four dead bodies. 
Twenty “National Geographic-style” breasts. One brawl. Pa- 
thetic wrestling. Cast: Minna (as a daughter), Aili Sorio (as a 
daughter). Writers: Richard Reitinger, Mika Kaurismaki. 
Producer/Director: Kaurismaki. [Live. 1990/92.] Overall rating: 
71. 


Members of the Action Committee are Janice Clifford, film production coordinator, Venice, Calif.; Steve Hadden high 
school student and K-Mart stock boy, Lakeland, Fla; Norm Hahn, “makes copies for a living,” Philadelphia: Louis Halper, fire 
protection contractor, Long Beach, Calif.; Lee Kondor, electrical engineer, York, Pa.; ; Gary Murray, food server/comic/writer, 

_ Dallas; Graham Niven, gun deuler/photoioursnlict Raeford, N.C.; Dennis Nivens, physicist, Hermosa Beach, Calif.; Robert — 
A.Simandl, Florissant, Mo.; George W. Sweitzer, computer programmer, East Windsor, N.J.; Stan Tims, marketing manager | 
_ for acomputer company, Austin, Tex.; John Ward, editorial assistant for a textbook publisher, Boston; and Dr. Todd A. — / 


pathologist, N ashville. 


n atitanic battle of 
I independent dis- 
tributors, tiny Troma 
Inc. is suing huge New 
Line Cinema for $50 
million, claiming that 
New Line agreed to 
make a movie starring 
the Toxic Crusaders, 
the TV characters 
based on Troma’s Toxic 
Avenger film series. 
When the deal fell 
apart, says Troma, 
millions were lost by 
licensees (i.e., people 
with the T-shirt rights, 
lunchbox rights, etc.) 
who were counting on 
the movie to make the 
Toxic Crusaders popu- 
lar. New Line, the dis- 
tributor of both Freddy 
Krueger and the Teen- 
age Mutant Ninja 
Turtles, apparently 
lost interest after see- 
ing the script. The al- 
ways outspoken Lloyd 
Kaufman, president 
of Troma, says, “We 
feel we’ve been taken 
advantage of by a com- 
pany that forgot it was 
once small, too.” New 
Line is not talking. 

€ 

Happyland Maga- 
zine (“A Journal of 
Horror, Degradation, 
Self-Obsession, and 
Lots of Beer”) is the 
sordid descent into 
Brooklyn porno the- 
aters, Lower East Side 
punk bars, Coney Is- 
land topless joints, 
kickboxing movies, 
thrash music, and other forms of depravity by Selwyn 
Harris, who is one of the funniest fanzine writers 
we've found in a long time. Here’s a sample from a 
review of On the Block: “Really, though, the only 
reason to see O.T.B. is for a weird, hilarious sojourn 
made by one of the diabolical dagos to the classy 
Florida estate of mummified mammary-meister 
Blaze Starr. Their breakfast chat is shot on super- 
grainy super-8 and consists mainly of babblin’ Blaze 
critiqueing today’s go-go scene (‘Where’s the strip? 
Where’s the tease?’ ... . Where’s your fucking under- 





GRapevine 


... Mherein We report From the 
underground, €he counter-cualture, 
the out-of-€he-mainsftream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits owell. 


The Toxic Avenger, in happier days. 


taker, you old hag?) 
and is so far removed 
from the ‘plot’ that ob- 
viously the producers 
thought the name 
Blaze Starr on the 
credits would pack em 
in... HA!” Or try this 
eyewitness account of 
Selwyn’s first expo- 
sure to two men 
French-kissing in a 
porno theater: “Penile 
surgery films, I can 
a handle. Concentration 
_— sali Glee 1 can 
. . handle. Pro-lifers’ 
abortion-distortion 
photos, I can handle. 
A Ken Russell mara- 
thon, I suppose I could 
handle (if I had to—I 
guess). Queer anal 
sex, I can handle... . 
But show me a mano- 
a-mano make-out ses- 
sion, and I’m a fester- 
ing, agonized puddle, 
doing its damndest to 
dry up (much like the 
onlookers were doing 
to each other’s loins, 
post-saturation).” He 
also recounts a har- 
rowing near-death ex- 
perience in the famous 
Lyric Theater on 42nd 
Street, an interview 
with his favorite New 
York dominatrix, and 
various alcoholic jour- 
neys into the head- 
banger underground. 
This 22-page type- 
written zine (andit’sa 
lousy typing job, but 
don’t let that stop you), 
goes for a mere buck 
an issue, payable to: Selwyn Harris, 350 6th Ave. #4, 
Brooklyn, NY 11215. 
€ 
The Popular Reality Adventure Catalog is sort of 
a mail-order weirdo newsstand, full of out-of-the- 
mainstream books and magazines, like Homo Patrol 
comic book, Chris Winkler’s novelette Stun Gun 
Enema, a book called Rants and Incendiary Tracts: 
Voices of Desperate Illumination, 1558 To Present, 
and the complete Baboon Dooley comic strips (if you 
don’t know who John Crawford’s thick-lipped rock 





critic is, then you haven’t been reading fanzines for 
the last ten years). In fact, these aren’t just out-of- 
the-mainstream. Most of them are from another 
universe. And it’s published by David Crowbar, 
editor of the late great Popular Reality (“The Zine 
That Fucks With Your Mind”). To get the catalog, 
drop David a line: David Crowbar, Popular Reality, 
P.O. Box 571, Greenwood Lake, NY 10925. 
€ 

Drive-in legend Ed Wood, Jr., transvestite di- 
rector of the bad-movie classics Plan 9 From Outer 
Space and Glen or Glenda, will finally get the atten- 
tion from Hollywood he always craved. Director Tim 
Burton, of Batman and Beetlejuice fame, will do a 
big-screen version of Wood’s life, with none other 
than Johnny Depp playing Wood himself. The 
screenplay for Ed Wood, written by the Problem 
Child team of Scott Alexander and Larry 
Karaszewski, emphasizes Wood’s friendship with 
Bela Lugosi. (Lugosi’s final film was Plan 9.) Late- 
night talk-show hostess Vampira will be played by 
Lisa Marie, who happens to be Tim Burton’s girl- 
friend. Also in the picture are Christian Slater, 
Martin Landau, Bill Murray and Jeffrey Jones. 
Cameras were supposed to role in May, but Colum- 
bia backed out when Burton insisted on shooting in 
black-and-white (presumably to honor the spirit of 
the Woodster). Paramount, Touchstone and Univer- 
sal are now talking to Burton about taking over the 
picture. 

€ 

The credits for A River Runs Through It contain 
a disclaimer that “no fish were killed or injured” 
during the filming of the movie. At the reception 
after the premiere of the movie, however, Michael 
Fleming of Variety reports that fish were plainly 


Johnny Depp (left) and Ed Wood (right): We can’t tell the difference. Can you? 





evident on the buffet table. We presume they were 
dead fish. 
€ 

The latest “movies-cause-crime” argument comes 
from Regis Philbin and Kathie Lee Gifford. On 
their nationally-syndicated morning show, Philbin 
was discussing remarks made by Jeffrey 
Katzenberg, chairman of Disney Studios, at last 
year’s Video Software Dealers Association conven- 
tion in Las Vegas. Katzenberg basically said movies 
had too much formula sex and formula violence. 
Philbin related this to mass murderer Nathaniel 
White, who admitted killing six women in New 
York. “A lot of people go over the edge when they see 
to what extremes Hollywood and New York pushes 
society,” said Philbin. “And here’s the real story. I 
heard [ White] on the news in his own words say this: 
‘T killed like RoboCop. First girl I killed was like from 
a RoboCop movie. I believe it was from either RoboCop 
1 or RoboCop 2. I seen him cut somebody’s throat, 
then take the knife and slit down the chest to the 
stomach, and left the body in a certain position. With 
the first person I killed, I did exactly what I saw in 
the movie.’ There’s graphic proof of exactly what 
Katzenberg is talking about.” After he finished this 
amazing statement—begging the question, “What 
movie did White watch before he killed the other five 
women?’—Kathie Lee chimed in with her opinion 
that much of the VSDA convention is “the pornogra- 
phy world.” Actually, very little of it is. Alfred 
Hitchcock was once asked by the press if he felt 
responsible because a man who had murdered three 
women watched Psycho right before committing the 
third murder. Hitchcock said, “I understand that, 
before the second murder, the killer drank a glass of 
milk.” 


Plaintiffs attorneys everywhere cry... 


This Is a Defective Banana! 


E very time a car blows up, or a plane crashes, or 
somebody busts his head open by slipping on a 
wet sidewalk and flying up in the air like Wylie 
Coyote, what’s the first thing we think of? 

Lawsuit, right? 

Lawsuit Lawsuit Lawsuit. 

And the more it hurts, the bigger the lawsuit. 

The best lawsuit you can possibly have is when 
you're dead. You can get /ots of money for being dead, 
especially if you became dead while doing something 
fun, like flipping over in a Jet-Ski or getting crushed 
by a rock concert stampede. 

What I would like to know is, does the idea of an 
“accident” even exist anymore? Is there a single 
situation where something bad happens to some- 
body, and you just say, “Well, it was just an acct- 
dent”? Or is it always somebody’s fault? 

For example, several years ago a Delta Airlines 
plane crashed at Dallas-Fort Worth Airport, and the 
investigation showed that it was caused by a “freak” 
storm. Five minutes before the crash, the weather 
was absolutely clear. Then one of those weird prairie 
thunderstorms came up. I’ve seen em myself. They 
last about ten minutes, and they can cover as small 
an area as 400 feet square. You get humongous 
winds, rain, lightning for thirty, forty seconds, then 
the thing goes back up in the sky. It’s not a tornado, 
but it kind of acts like a tornado. You can see these 
things all across the Great Plains, from northern 


Canada to Mexico, even on clear days. 

So that’s what it was. Everybody’s pretty sure 
that’s what it was. And I thought, if there was ever 
a pure-dee “act of God,” this was it. But the lawsuits 
over this deal went on for years, with all kinds of 
debate about whether it was the air traffic controller’s 
fault, the pilot’s fault, the airline’s fault, or the 
airport’s fault (for the placement of the storage tank 
that the plane eventually ran into). 

What if it was just the weather? What if it didn’t 
even show up on the radar? What if God occasionally 
just says “Time’s up”? 

If you’re using your Lawn Boy and it flings a rock 
out and beans a neighborhood kid and cuts his cheek, 
you end up in court nine months later, trying to 
decide: Is it the Lawn Boy user’s fault that he didn’t 
see the rock? Is it a requirement that before you use 
a Lawn Boy, you comb through the tall grass search- 
ing for rocks? What if he did search for rocks, but 
somebody threw a fresh one in there right before he 
fired that mother up? Maybe he had the blade set too 
low. Maybe Lawn Boy had a defective design, and the 
hard surface of the rock was supposed to stop the 
blade. Maybe the kid was standing too close to the 
mower. Maybe the owner of the Lawn Boy failed to 
warn the kid. Maybe he did warn the kid, but the kid 
ignored him. Maybe the kid was keeping a safe 
distance, but he had to run over and pick up his 
football, and at that moment... 
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And after a while you wanna scream at these 
people “/t was just a goldurn accident!” 

What Id really like to say to em is, please don’t 
move to West Texas, where everybody over the age 
of six has been cut, burned, beat up, hit with foul 
balls, injured by equipment, injured in schoolyard 
brawls, and lost family members in railroad acci- 
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1,000,001 Things That Make You Crabby 
(Natalie Windsor): One of those cute “list” books 
that begs the question, “Where’s reason number 
1,000,002?” (Which would have to be—surprise, 
surprise—those annoyingly cute list books.) Actu- 
ally, this one is funnier than most, with thematic 
crabisms. And there are really only 3,236 of em. 
Two #!*@$! stars. ($6.95. CorkScrew Press, 4470- 
107 Sunset Blvd. #234, Los Angeles, CA 90027.) 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The 
Movie Channel every Saturday night at 11 p.m. 
Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

June 5: “Sharon Stone Night”: Basic In- 
stinct: The 1992 blockbuster erotic thriller stars 
Michael Douglas as a cop playing mind-and- 
body games with a bisexual novelist, Sharon 
Stone, who may or may not be a killer while his 
psychologist and ex-lover, Jeanne Tripple- 
horn, may or may not be jealous. Directed by 
Paul Verhoeven from a great script by Joe 
Eszterhas. Four stars. (Second feature: Scis- 
sors: Unique horror flick starring Sharon Stone 
as alonely, sexually-repressed woman who goes 
to a psychiatrist to talk about why she spends all 
her time repairing antique dolls—until various 
psychotics start terrorizing her, for no apparent 
reason. The last hour is a masterpiece of is-it- 
real-or-is-it-imagined terror. Also starring Steve 
Railsback, Michelle Phillips, Vicki 
Frederick and Ronny Cox. Four stars.) 

June 12: “Feminist Night”: Emanuelle 
Around the World: Laura Gemser is captured by white slavers 
and forced to express herself sexually in San Francisco, New 
York, India, Rome, Hong Kong, and the Middle East, in this 

- Italian feminist classic made late in the series of Joe D’Amato 
sex epics. Three stars. (Second feature: Assault of the Killer 
Bimbos: Peaches, Lulu and Darlene, three upwardly mobile 
strippers and waitresses, are running from the law, taking 
hostages, squealing a lot, and making occasional stops in the 
desert for disco dancing and makeovers. The movie that Thelma 
& Louise was based on, starring Christina Whitaker, Eliza- 
beth Kaitan and Tammara Souza. Four stars.) 

June 19: Kiss Me a Killer: First-rate erotic thriller starring 
Julie Carmen as a beautiful hot-blooded woman married to the 
blustery, blubbery, violent Guy Boyd, two-fisted owner of an 
East El Lay honky-tonk. When singer/guitarist Robert Beltran 
shows up, business improves—and so do the sex scenes. Four 
stars. (Second feature: Concrete War: Shannon Tweed is a 
woman kidnapped by the mob after her weenie stockbroker 
husband, Robert Pucci, pulls off what he thinks is a perfect scam 


dents, wars and car wrecks—and has fewer “plain- 
tiffs attorneys” per capita than any place in America. 
Why? Because they still believe there’s such a 
thing as a “neighbor.” 
And you know what a neighbor says? 
“Don’tworry aboutit, Joe. Itwasjustan accident.” 
How quaint. 


Victory over a 
Southern California! _ 


The 29-acre Winnetka 6 Drive-In in Chats- 
worth, California, one of America’s newer drive- _ 
ins (founded 1977), set box-office records this 
year as one of the highest-grossing theaters in 
the entire Pacific Theaters chain. Amy E. Craig 
of Thousand Oaks, John Wilson of Sherman | 
Oaks, Betty Braun of Beverly Hills, Hank Rodgers 
of Rancho Mirage, and Tex Campbell of 
Chatsworth all remind us that, with eternal 
vigilance, the drive-in will never die. | 


Drive-In Theater 


se Pe soma oe se 


Michael Douglas wonders, “Is she a killer or just horny, 
and do I care?” 


to relieve a mob family of $5 million. Bobby Di Cicco is great as 
the frustrated mob boss who has her imprisoned inside a sky- 
scraper, but can’t seem to kill any of his enemies, including ex- 
cop ex-husband Michael Paré, who teams up with the current 
husband to carry out the rescue. Two and a half stars.) 

June 26:A Kiss Before Dying: Matt Dillon is acreepy serial 
killer who’s systematically knocking off the children of industri- 
alist Max Von Sydow while trying to marry his daughters. He 
finally succeeds with social worker Sean Young (you scoff?). 
Extremely well-done adaptation of the Ira Levin novel, directed 
by James Dearden. Four stars. (Second feature: Sorority Babes 
in the Slimeball Bowl-o-rama: Cult classic about two sorority 
pledges, Brinke Stevens and Michelle Bauer, who are or- 
dered to break into the mall bowling alley as their initiation, but 
once they arrive, they unleash a mutant demon who lives in a 
bowling trophy and turns everyone into raving sex-maniac 
lasagna-faced zombies—everybody, that is, except Linnea 
Quigley, a sharp-tongued punk burglar who happens to be on 
the premises when the party starts. Three and a half stars.) 





A message to young whipper-snappers everywhere... 


Don’t Trust Anyone Over 80! 


"ve spotted the next wave of bigotry. Here it 
I comes. Look out: 

Youth-bashing. 

I’m not saying we haven’t always had a ot of this. 
This country has always hated teenagers, especially 
teenage boys. But now we’re gonna see that age-you- 
love-to-hate pushed on up to about thirty. You’ve got 
a bunch of people in their forties and fifties that are 
about to declare open war- 
fare on Cotton-Dockers- 
wearing whipper-snappers 
in their twenties and early 
thirties. 

I’m seeing articles about 
it. ’'m noticing a bunch of 
age-discrimination lawsuits. 
Older reporters claim they’re 
fired so that younger, 
cheaper kids right out of col- 
lege can be hired. Executives 
feel “passed over.” Book edi- 
tors get demoted or replaced, 
because of a feeling that 
younger people will be bet- 
ter able to identify hot new 
authors. In Hollywood it’s 
practically an epidemic, r 
where you've got 25-year-old studio executives and 
casting directors saying things like “Robert DeNiro? 
Who’s that? Oh yeah, that old guy.” 

But I don’t think anybody’s really noticed what’s 
going on here. Lemme splain it to you. 

First of all, the whiners are all people who grew 
up in the sixties. And what was the battle cry of the 
sixties? 

“Never trust anybody over 30.” 

And why was that? 


R.LP. 


Whately Drive-In 
Whately, Massachusetts 


Massachusetts Alert! The Whately Drive-In 
in Whately, Massachusetts, has gotten so pitiful 


that the weeds are four feet high and high school 
kids go there to get drunk even without a movie, 
and parents go there to stare at the screen, 
reliving their youth, like an elephant’s grave- 
yard. Emma Guttler of Flower Mound, Texas, 
reminds us that, without eternal vigilance, it 
could happen here. 





Because “experience” didn’t matter. “Experi- 
ence” was a word used by your old man to make you 
feel small. “Experience” was a lie told by the Estab- 
lishment to keep the hippies under control. “Experi- 
ence” was just a bunch of old men smoking cigars 
down at the Friars Club. 

Live by the diaper, die by the diaper. 

But what’s really funny to me is that I don’t even 





think these hysterical articles about age discrimina- 
tion are even true. 

Nothing has changed. 

Middle-aged people have always been passed 
over for promotion. 

Hollywood has always been full of young whip- 
per-snappers. How do you think we got so many bad 
movies in the first place? 

It’s always been the old person’s job to say, 
“That'll never work. We tried it in 1974.” (This is 
actually what they mean by “experience.”) 

And it’s always been the young person’s job to 
say, “I don’t give a rat’s hiney, I think it’s exciting, 
and I’m gonna try it.” 

So why are so many middle-aged people getting 
their panties all in a bunch? 

I think I know why. 

When you murder somebody, you spend the rest 
of your life afraid that somebody’s gonna murder 
you. 

There were a lot of dead bodies left on the ground 
back there in the sixties. Most of em were middle- 
aged. Now they’re ghosts, haunting these reformed 
hippies in their middle age. 

Just don’t tell us how “experienced” you are. 

A ghost can only stand so much. 
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a of he iestvle a 

| demographic information — ee 
_ available from National De- _ 
_mographic & Lifestyles (NDL), Inc., a leading 
| consumer database marketing couipary since 1975. 
_ This readily available data can complement the 
information your column provides its readers. 
_NDL would be pleased to serve as a resource to 
_ you. 

| To ebtain this information, NDL analyzes ten 
| demographic and sixty lifestyle characteristics at 
| the household level in each of the leading 212 
| Areas of Dominant Influence (ADIs) in the conti- 
| nental United States. Information can be obtained 
_ for any of these ADIs by contacting me. The infor- 
/ mation is also provided in NDL’s 1992 Lifestyle 
_ Market Analyst published annually by NDL and 
| Standard Rate & Data Service (SRDS), Inc. 

| Consumers voluntarily provide NDL with ac- 
- curate, self-reported demographic and lifestyle 
| information by completing and mailing product 
_ registration questionnaires packaged along with a 
_ wide variety of consumer goods. 

If you have any questions or comments, please 
| contact me at (303) 698-3266. I look forward to 
| hearing from you. 





Sincerely, 

Greggory S. Stucker 
Account Executive 
Servoss/Barnhart P.R. 
| Denver, Colo. 

C ba Grex: 


Okay, how many lesbian transvestites in South 


| Houston? You're talking to a man who needs to 
_ know. 


| Dear Joe Bob, 

| 1990 was a year of Roman Numeral disaster 
_ for our household, much like it was for yourself. At 
_ the beginning of the year my fiancee speculated 
| that 1990 would be MXM as you did, but I bet that 
it would be MCMXC. Of course, I had no rationale 
e / for mye gl uess s other than it was fun to a with 








| notice at the bottom, thus. | 
_ proving me right. However, 


/ 1 OL pe less the frustration had just be- _ 


gun. Just like you, I had no 

idea why my guess was right and hers wrong. 1 - 
checked all the math books I had, but to no avail. — 
It wasn’t until January of 1991, while visiting — 
Hawaii, of all places, that I spotted a simple math- _ 
oriented paperback in a twenty-five cent thrift 
shop. Low and behold, the answer lay on pages 7 
and 8, which I will divulge below (from Essentials — 
of Modern Mathematics, by Alfred Balmer and 
Sheila Slade, © 1964 Cambridge Book Company, 
Inc.). I put a box around the part that applies toour © 
1990 dilemma; this box was not in the original text 
of the quoted book: | 

“The Letters V, L, and D are never subtracted. 
The letters I, X, and C are subtracted from the next 
two larger numerals, but from no others.” __ 

Even after all the rules and regulations laid © 
forth above, the question still comes to mind “Why 
is the above so?” Who made these rules, and who 
can prove they are really true? Is it just that the 
experts looked at enough old Roman numerals and ~ 
decided the above rules must be, or is there an © 
official Roman Numeral guide chiseled in stone 
somewhere? 

Anyway, I hope the above helps. Keep up the 
good work. | 

Scott Taggart 
Pine Grove, Calif. 

Dear Scott: ] 

You were the only person that sent in an — 
answer to the Roman Numeral dilemma that — 
sounded halfway authentic. I guess that means © 
that I'm wrong, my third-grade teacher is wrong, 
and, of course, “MXMII” is wrong. Now I ce to : 
change all the labels on my stereo equipment. | 


Joe Bob, 
I am just a saber- toothed coe in the - 
Darwinistic jungle of love. What to do? — | 
S/T LTD. of L 
Oakland, Calif. 
Dear Saber: 
Don't kill more than you can eat. 





This Week's Contest 


Connie Alvis of Pinole, California: “Could you 
please help me find the name of a movie? I have 
wondered about this for years. I believe it was a 
movie made for TV. It was in the early seventies. It 
was about an airplane disaster, but not because of a 


bomb—it was food poisoning in certain dinners seived 
on the plane. Doug McClure was in it. That’s about 
all I can tell you. No one else seems to remember it. 
Anyway, in its day it was a real nail-biter!” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
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We Have A Winner! 


In the March 8 issue, Robbie Jones of Young- 
stown, New York, described a movie “about a giant 
spider that comes from outer space. Its eggs look like 
diamonds shiny and bright. One of the scenes that I 
remember is this huge spider coming over a hill 
towards a corral of horses. . . . It goes on that there 
were spiders jumping on top of people’s heads from 


Talk about your Method acting. 


barns, from drawers, and even a blender scene 
where one gets blended up... .” 

We received 15 correct answers, sO our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is Erich Mees of 
Dunwoody, Georgia: “The movie Robbie’s talking 
about is The Giant Spider Invasion, a 1975 flick 
starring the late Steve Brodie, Barbara Hale (from 
Perry Mason) and Alan ‘Skipper’ Hale. The ‘giant 
spider’ was apparently a Volkswagen with giant 
‘legs’ attached, making it probably one of the most 
economical movie monsters since the 1950s. Stephen 
King devotes a few paragraphs to The Giant Spider 
Invasion in his book Danse Macabre, discussing the 
blender scene in some detail. I quote: ‘Believe me, we 
don’t care very much about the lady who drinks the 
spider (or anyone else in the movie, for that matter), 
but all the same there is that moment of frisson, that 
one moment when the groping fingers of the film- 
maker find a chink in our defenses, shoot through it, 
and squeeze down on one of those psychic pressure 
points. We identify with the woman who is unknow- 
ingly drinking the spider on a level that has nothing 
to do with her character; we identify with her solely 
as a human being in a situation which has suddenly 
turned rotten—in other words, the gross-out serves 
as the means of a last-ditch sort of identification 
when the more conventional and noble means of 
characterization have failed. When she drinks the 
drink, we shudder—and reaffirm our own human- 
ity.’ Pretty heavy stuff for a drive-in flick called The 





Giant Spider Invasion, huh?” 

Additional information came from our 14 run- 
ners-up... 

Cooper C. Graham, Acquisitions Specialist, 
The Library of Congress, Washington, D.C.: “Since I 
work at the Library of Congress, please do not send 
the video, in the event that the Library is entitled to 
it. Patrick Sheehan, the head reference librarian of 
our staff, did the research for fun, and we’re probably 
not supposed to get awards for doing our 
job. I can’t say that I have seen The Giant 
Spider Invasion, but it sounds like a beaut. 
From The Great Science Fiction Pictures 
IT, by James Robert Parish and Michael R. 
Pitts (The Scarecrow Press, Inc., 
Metuchen, N.J., & London, 1990): The 
Giant Spider Invasion (Group I, 1975) C 
82 mins. Executive producer William W. 
Gillette Jr.; producers, Richard L. Huff, 
Bill Rebane; director, Rebane; screenplay, 
Huff, Robert Easton; special effects, Rich- 
ard Albain, Robert Millay; camera, Jack 
Willoughby. Cast: Steve Brodie (Dr. J.R. 
Vance); Barbara Hale (Dr. Jenney Langer); 
Leslie Parrish (Ev); Robert Easton (Dan 
Kester); Alan Hale (Sheriff); Dianne Lee 
Hart (Terri); Bill Williams (Dutch); 
Christiane Schmidtmer (Helga); and Kevin 
Brodie. Midwestern rancher Dan Kester 
(Robert Easton) finds what he thinks are diamonds, 
but what prove to be the eggs of a spider which were 
filled with radiation as a result of a gamma ray 


~shower. When spiders of all sizes begin prowling the 


outlying territory and invade a small town, investi- 
gators J.R. Vance (Steve Brodie) and Dr. Jenney 
Langer (Barbara Hale) arrive but Kester refuses to 
divulge the location of the spider eggs. When he goes 
to retrieve them, Kester is devoured by a giant queen 
spider whose helpers then attack the locals before 
the investigators, now in love, repel them. With its 
stars (Brodie, Barbara Hale, Bill Williams, Alan 
Hale, Jr.) and plot, this film filmed in Wisconsin is a 
throwback to the 1950s and indeed it was aimed for 
the then dying drive-in trade. Co-written by Robert 
Easton who plays the rancher, the film has many 
similarities to the much superior Tarantula (1955).” 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “Like Robbie, I have 
very fond memories of seeing this one out under the 
stars. It was on a Friday night at the Skyview Drive- 
In in Augusta, Georgia. My buddy Allen and I drove 
his dad’s Ford pickup truck, which we'd heavily 
stocked with munchies. At one point in the movie 
when a giant spider attacked, we could tell right 
away that it was just a black Volkswagen Beetle with 
big fuzzy legs fastened to its sunroof. Allen laughed 
so hard that he spat chewed-up Doritos all over the 
truck’s dashboard. As for myself, I took great offense 
at the mixed metaphor of a Beetle playing an arach- 
nid. I mean, it woulda been much more realistic if 
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they used a Porsche Spyder instead. Despite its PG 
rating, The Giant Spider Invasion did show some 
brief nudity. As I recall, a very attractive young girl 
emerges from a shower and walks topless into her 
kitchen, toweling off her enormous talents. A wide- 
eyed goober who is sitting at the kitchen table 
watches this and immediately hits on her, using 
some incredibly awful pickup line on the order of 
‘Since we're no relation, then we can have relations!’ 
This gem of insight from the would-be Casanova 
generated the longest sustained blaring of car and 
truck horns I'd heard since the time the same theater 
ran the previews for The Christine Jorgensen Story 
(about a transsexual) between two James Bond mov- 
ies.” 

Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati: “Mr. Jones 
might also enjoy the following web-spinner flicks... 
Tarantula (1955, Universal, black and white), star- 
ring Leo G. Carroll, John Agar and Mara Corday, the 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get two months free. Fourteen months for 
$35! Or for those really ready to commit, buy a two-year subscrip- 
tion and receive a copy of The Comic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs 
for half price, a total of $79. Offer expires June 30, 1993. 


O) Yes, here’s $79 for a two-year subscription and Cosmic 
Wisdom—$149 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year plus two-month bonus—$70 
in foreign countries. 
) Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 





iOffer 





combination o 
“The drive-in 


} S/H (add $1.23 
| sales tax if yo : 


M, L, XL. 


Improve Your Life! New Subscription Offers! 


Start Your Collection of Joe Bob Crap Now! 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
$9.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


titular 100-foot arachnid and, in a very tiny role, 
Clint Eastwood as an Air Force pilot who drops a 
bomb (effectively) on the big, hairy menace (no, not 
Madonna! The big spider! Sheesh!), and... Kingdom 
of the Spiders (1977, Dimension, color). Normal size 
tarantulas attack Verde, Arizona, and cause Wil- 
liam Shatner no end of trouble. Five thousand real 
tarantulas were used in the picture. Were any of 
them harmed in the production? Somebody call 
PETA!” 

Nathan Miner of Frostburg, Maryland: “Rebane 
was also responsible for the unfinished Terror at 
Halfday, which was eventually completed some- 
what half-heartedly by Herschell G. Lewis, released 
as Monster A-Go-Go.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“Rebane is also the auteur of The Alpha Incident and 
Invasion From Inner Earth.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 


Name 

Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


St... Zip 





A GUIDE TO 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 





1993 Binders Are Here! 


They're still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue. 


Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


| Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


“Robert Easton is usually cast in 
slow-talking hick roles and in re- 
ality is a voice-dialect coach. See 
Gregory Peck in The Sea Wolves 
for an earful of this.” 

Jon J. Calderas of Cincin- 
nati: “Bill Rebane also did The 
Incredible Melting Man. These 
have got to get harder!” 


Stephen Weakley of Elk 


Grove Village, Illinois: “I only saw 
it once, at a drive-in out here. The 
main reason I wanted to see it at 
the time was a great article writ- 
ten about it in Famous Monsters 
of Filmland which made it out to 
be a real classic. Having the ‘Gi- 
ant Spider’ of the title turn out to 
be a Volkswagen painted black 
with big phony legs attached kind 
of blew the illusion.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Randall Kunkel of Springfield, 
Virginia; Steve Phillips of Las 
Vegas; Wes Pierce of Orlando; 
Bob Schreiber of Brooklyn; Bob 
Smoot of Aberdeen, Maryland; 
and Brian Yelverton of Salem, 
Massachusetts. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad(up 


to twenty words—60 cents each addi- | 
tional word). No businesses. No dealers. 
Just send information to P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


| Get Yours— 
| Dirt Cheap! 
| 


Place a personal ad or message, sell | 
or trade videos, publicize events! What- | 
ever! Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and | 
charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 addi- 

| tional fee (don't forget your signature | 

| and expiration date) or mail your ad with 

| check payable toWe Are The Weird, P.O. | 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| 

| $10 for 15 words, | 

| 60 cents each additional word | 
Run the ad a second time at half 

| price! | 
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oe Bob’s Classifieds | 





Books 


MEN OF ACTION AND ADVENTURE— 
Paladin Press has been described as “the 
most dangerous press in America.” Millions 
of satisfied readers disagree. Outrageous 
and controversial books on videos and fire- 
arms, exotic weaponry, unconventional war- 
fare, new identity, espionage and investiga- 
tion, privacy, action careers and more! To 
order our 56-page catalog send $1 to: Pala- 
din Press, Box 1307-3WTW, Boulder, CO 
80306, (303) 443-7250. 


Video Sales 


Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 305 W. 
28th St. #12D, New York, NY 33484. 


Fan Clubs 


Jewel “Hollywood Hot Tubs” Shepard Fan 
Club. Send stamped, self-addressed enve- 
lope for sample newsletter to P.O. Box 
480265, Los Angeles, CA 90048. 


Fanzines 


Lost Armadillos in Heat. “Dude! Parental 
Guidance Suggested” features Mr. Bitch, 
Ask Misti, and Murraytoons. $2 yall. 1113 
W. 31, Austin, TX 78705. 

Underground Office Memos Book. Hilari- 
ous, risqué, authentic memos! Mature read- 
ers. $3 cash or check. Yendie Boox Publish- 
ing, Inc., P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 
Lamp! Read what Ais three wishes are! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 
freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 


Video Trades 


Wanted—For a Few Dollars More (letterbox 
edition) on laserdisc. Contact Tim Hewitt, 
1209 Chevis St., Columbia, SC 29205. 
Horror, gore, sci-fi, exploitation, sleaze on 
VHS to trade. Your list for mine. Mortado, 
P.O. Box 194, Issaquah, WA 98027. 

e 
I have lots of originals that I’d like to trade 
for various copies. Send for list. Rich Wayne, 
195B Wert Ave., Hamiliton Township, NJ 
08610. 
Wanted—Robert Altman’s Three Women 
and/or Images (VHS). Reply Terry Woolston, 
407 Peden #4, Houston, TX 77006. 
New to collecting, need contacts to make 
list grow into horror, bizarre, sci-fi, etc. T. 
Maher, P.O. Box 3547, Lantana, FL 33465. 
Wanted: Videotapes of The Goodies, a 1970's 
British comedy series. Write to: Dan Busha, 
250 Yates St., Albany, NY 12208. 

& 
Any Zappa videotapes or Sledge Hammer? 
T.V. episodes wanted. Neil McEachen, 9100 
El Monte, Prairie Village, KS 66207. 
Flashback Suicide, rare Nirvana for Tetsuo, 
Year Punk Broke, Beverly Hills Girls, VHS. 
1341 W. Placito Oro, Tucson, AZ 85745. 
Serious collector of all genres, sci-fi, horror, 
gore, etc. Your list gets mine. Mark Jason 
Murray, P.O. Box 7853, Citrus Heights, CA 
95621. 
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